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first was in a large submarine which was hunted
by destroyers*
We slid out of harbour on the surface, and when
well clear I was told to go below because we were
going to dive*   Clambering down an aperture the
size of a large coal-hole in a pavement, I found
myself in a restricted space which was  more
closely-packed with a strange assortment of gear
than I could have imagined possible*   Pipes of all
types and sizes ran in every direction like intoxi-
cated snakes out on the spree ;  wheels* big and
small, protruded from unexpected places ;  there
were gauges and  dials, valves  and turn-cocks,
besides handles, levers, and gongs; and last, but
by no means least, were the two great periscopes
hanging from the roof*
Officers, petty officers, and seamen moved about
unceasingly in this space, the size of a large bath-
room, and I stood humbly in a corner and tried
hard not to get in the way* The conning-tower
was dosed with a loud bang and I knew what it felt
like to be a sardine in its tin* Seamen were now
seated before dials, or stood ready to turn wheels
or handles, whilst a young lieutenant-commander
stood between the periscopes and took charge*
He uttered strange cries, such as "Flood
Kingston *Y** Open Cuba *BV' and men,
galvanized into action, madly turned whatever